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THE SHORT STORY: MIRROR OF HUMANITY 



In writing editorials, a tremendous amount 
of the author filters into his work. Usually, 
it is due to the fact that the writer has a defi- 
nite opinion on the subject. It is a feeling, 

a kinship with the topic, for whatever reason 

however obvious or hidden. 

Such is the circumstance of the short 
story writer. His work is laced and sometimes 
layered with the feelings and thoughts that 
lie inside him. Each writer whether amateur or 
professional seeks to reveal those feelings 
and thoughts to the reader. Sometimes those 
feelings stem frcm events so close to the 
writer that he feels compelled to write; 
other times thoughts are written down for 
the sheer sake of writing. 

But whatever the reason or the message 
conveyed in the short story, it reflects man— 
a species whose differences are so vast they 
come full circle to make surprising similarities. 

Short stories show the hurt, anger, 
happiness, courage, envy, strife, and most 
assuredly the love every man experiences. 
They expose the technological giant of all 
God's creation, sometimes cruelly but always 
realistically. They offer perspectives we 
are sometimes too blind or sheltered to see. 
They are a ka la ide scope that show man as a 
multi-colored being and each emotion a dif- 
ferent color. They are mirrors that reflect 
what they see honestly and openly, however 

rewarding or punishing, the images may be for 
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those who read it. The short story is man, 
in all his triumph and failure: a reflection 
to be examined, sometimes praised, sometimes 
rectified but always seen. 



Pamela Davis 

Bditor-in-Chie f 



WHEN I AM GONE 



Nearly a year had passed since I had seen 
that old house. Just driving up made me think 
of the conversations about fishing, riding the 
horse, boys, and what was for supper. That 
old house had been my grandfather's pride and joy. 
He had built it with his own hands and no 
formal carpenter training. Once, he said to 
me, "I constructed that house just like a 
person should construct his life. He should 
start with a good foundation and build from 
there. " That was the exact reason his house 
still stood fifty years later . He had made 
a solid porch his foundation. 

That old porch had been the site of many 
a lazy evening spent watching people hurry by. 
It was weathered and uneven, just as the wooden 
rocking chairs that rested upon it. There 
were no fancy steps lining the porch; only 
the porch itself. Even in its simplicity, 
though, it portrayed a deeper meaning to me. 
Passer sby might consider it merely another 
old porch or possibly a landmark, but to me 
it was a foundation — a symbol of strength. 
My grandfather, with no building experience, 
had constructed that porch. He had toiled 
with his own hands to make that porch hold 
fast. However, only after I entered the house 
could the true force of his work be felt. 

The ceilings were cracked and porous. 
Cold air was constantly whistling through the 
walls. I can remember stuffing croacker sacks 
underneath the door to try and hold the cold 
wind out. Unfortunately, that only made the 
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door unbalanced and allowed more air in. By 
sheer stubbornness, though, my grandfather kept 
stuffing and hoping for an early spring. Thinking 
back, he was always stubborn and self -driven. 
Even though he was quiet, he always managed to 
get his point across, and one of his main concerns 
was that the bedrooms and kitchen have plenty of 
space. 

The three bedrooms of his house were almost 
as large as an acre of cut hay. There were no 
elaborate, chiffon -filled rooms. As a matter of 
fact, the only things they contained were two 
Clothes racks and three used mattresses. Empty 
was an understatement. To him though, it was his 
touse and his bedrooms. He figured he could build 
them any way he desired. It way that type of 
self-confidence that warranted my respect. He 
always had my attention even though, he claimed 
the only time I listened was when he hollered 
"dinnertime. " 

His dining room and kitchen were connected so 
he would not have to go far for seconds. He also 
loved to be near the food so he could smell it as 
soon as it came out of the oven. Both rooms were 
quite simple. The kitchen had a basic refrigerator 
and gas stove. The dining room contained a huge 
table with twenty-five chairs. My grandfather 
always kept them on hand so he would be ready when 
the family came to see him. It was when the 
family was around that he was happiest. 

During these times, he was content with his 
life. He had the strongest foundation of all — 
a family. Being around him were also the happiest 
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times of my life. He was my foundation. 
Just like a block to a house, he was my 
support. He left me many things besides 
an old house; one of these was self- 
confidence. When I was scared to try 
something new, he was always there behind 
me. He drove me just as he drove himself. 
Therefore, he accomplished just what he 
said he would. I had started out as a 
weak foundation and he had built me as 
he had built that house. Now, with him 
gone, I was standing as solid as the house 
he had constructed. My grandfather had 
left me with something far more valuable 
than any material thing I could possess. 
I had my own foundation: a will to achieve 
and the self-confidence to support. Thank 
you, grandpa, for the gift that will be 
here for someone when I am gone. 

Tami Rogers 

Tau Mu 



MAW 

Man you my you want me 

Vou my I'm the, one,, 

Vou my youh. love. ion. me aj> awesome. 

But 1 my you cue me. I my you tie,, 

I my you mu&t think I'm btind. 

I 4ee you with ginJU> and heaK ofa mone. 

Only thing you ain't done iA brought 'am to my doon. 

I tie to myt>eJLi again and my "It '4 only a fating." 

And t>tWL to you, tike the. mow to the, window 

I cZing, 

— Vamela. Vavi& 
Alpha Ep&ilon lota. 
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FIGHTING THROUGH THE FOG 

It starts; the morning breaking clear; 

sharp sun rays making all crystal 
clear. 

It continues, the day; becomes warmer, 
muggier. 

The mind is beginning to find itself 
with shadows of fleecy white clouds; 

it is nothing. 

The one of all the ages is overhead; the 
haze is condensing on the mind, causing 

thought: the gray clouds bring rain to 
the brain - fear - confusion - deeper 

thought. 

After the rain, relaxation; but the fog 
comesJ Crisis 



Sane will succeed in crawling, walking, 
running — fighting their way through 

the fog 

Others will not. 

Darlene Sand 1 in 

Sigma lambda 
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FAR UPON A DISTANCE FIELD 



Far upon a distance field 

A bullet strikes 

Takes a life 

And the fight begins 

Where in an open field 

Scared 

Afraid 

Lying very still 

A young man lay dying 

Trying to live 

While he lies gasping for air 

Grasping every sting of life 

His last futile attempts of awakening 

frcm this nightmare 
Fall upon the very shores of darkness 
As the cold steel of a bayonet 
Pierces his body 
Clinging to his warm body 
That scon turns cold 

None remember 
None recall 

And the living shall fall 

Life stolen so young and thin 

Blackened is the memory of such soldiers 

Only the survivors remain 

As forgotten derelicts of inner space 

Whose bodies and minds 

Bear the scars 

of a confused and maimed past 
Long abandoned 

Their eyes are gray with despair 
Their hearts are lonely 

Broken frcm the loss of so 

many friends 
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Their souls reach out 

Searching for the silent harmony 
of victory 

They are warriors of a forgotten conflict 

Thomas Matthews 

Alpha Epsilon Iota 
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HOURGLASS 

AS I TURNED THE HOURGLASS 

GRAINS OF SAND POURED INTO A FAMILIAR 

YET INFINITE VARIETY OF ARRANGEMENTS 

I MARVELED AT THE SIMPLICITY 

FINALLY THE LAST FEW 
GRAINS STARTED TO PASS THROUGH 
AND IN PASSING 
IT BROUGHT TEARS TO MY EYE 

MY TIME WAS OVER 

THEN SOMEONE ELSE 
CAME TO TURN THE HOURGUSS 

Thomas Matthews 

Alpha Epsilon Iota 
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BROTHER, COME TO CHURCH 



As he stood alone on the corner in front 
of a long row of dilapidated houses, he clutched 
his new Bible in one hand and his new Sunday 
school book in the other. His new possessions 
were given to him by some visitors frcm the 
First Baptist Church which had just been completed 
after three years of construction. Not only 
had they given the young boy the new books, they 
also came to invite him to church next Sunday. 
He remembered telling them rather disappointedly 
that he had no way of getting there and how happy 
he was when they told him that they also had a 
bus ministry for people with no transportation. 
He sat down to read the rest of his lesson, looking 
up at his front door in between every sentence to 
see if his mother had caught him going to the 
new church against her will. His mother had not 
approved of his letting the strangers in while 
she had been at work and had forbade him to 
go on the bus; but, he was going anyway. He 
couldn't wait to meet new people and get involved 
in all the fun activities the visitors told him 
they had planned for the children his age. 

He heard the roaring bus around the corner 
and stood bo get a better glimpse of it. As 
it came further toward him, he heard singing • . . 
"I've got a mansion, just over the hilltop . . . ." 
The bus was shiny white with bold crimson letters 
on the sides spelling the message, "Brother, Come 
To Church I" It stood in front of the little boy 
and the doors hissed open. The driver looked down 
at the child without a smile, but the boy didn't 
notice as he bounded up the shiny white stairs. 
The singing stopped 
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abruptly as he looked for a place to sit. 
Why were they all staring at him, he wondered. 
The deacon driving the bus resumed his 
scheduled pick-ups, and the bus lurched for- 
ward throwing its new passenger into an 
elderly chaperone's lap. She pushed him off 
quickly and brushed her pretty yellow dress 
with two swipes of the Bible she held firmly 
in her hand. The driver yelled at the boy 
to go all the way to the end of the bus, 
after viewing the scene in his rear-view 
mirror. The boy heeded the ccnmand and walked 
nervously to the rear. The singing resumed 
at the request of a passenger in one of the 
front seats ... "I have decided to follow 
Jesus, No turning back . . . . M 

The boy stood in the back wishing the 
church wasn't so far away. He was confused 
and a little angry at being treated as if he 
was an enemy. The visitors had said he would 
be more than welcome at their church. He 
watched other riders get on the bus. They 
got on and sat in front and no one seemed to 
notice their arrival as they had his. He 
looked at all the activity going on around 
him and longed to be involved. Some were 
eating candy they had bought with their 
offering money, others were playing card games, 
two boys were wrestling in the next seat to 
the last on his right, and one girl sitting 
alone in the back seat on his right was reading 
her lesson, not joining the others in a chorus 
of "Climb, Climb Up Sunshine Mountain." NO 
one spoke to her either, as she sat quietly 
with her eyes squarely fixed on her book. She 
was waiting just as anxiously to drive up 
into the church parking lot as the boy standing 
beside here was. She wre a wrinkled blue dress 



12 



which bore a white visitor tag. It didn't 
completely hide the rip in the dress as she 
thought it had. The boy sat down beside her 
feeling seme kind of kinship to her since 
he also had a tear in his clothes. His was 
along the seam of his left pants leg and the 
boy was more acutely aware of it now than 
he'd ever been. The girl turned a page in 
her book as the only recognition of his 
presence and they both noticed that the other 
passengers were staring at them even more now. 

He opened his once new lesson book that 
had now been reduced to a wrinkled cylinder 
by his nervous grip. He began to read the 
lesson he had already read twice hoping to 
forget the sick feeling he had developed in 
the pit of his stomach. He couldn't under- 
stand what was happening. The girls in the 
seat beside him were giggling and whispering 
viciously. Even the two adults in the front 
seat, he noticed, were hiding their words 
with their big Bibles and looking a bit 
too often to be as inconspicuous as they 
wished. But he couldn't lose himself in the 
story; the continuous joyful singing and 
others* happy voices drowned out the words 
he struggled to read. looking beyond the 
girl next to him out the emaculately clean 
window, he saw the exit that would bring 
the bus to the road the church was on. It 
would only last a few more minutes, he thought 
as the front passengers went on to sing . . . 
"Jesus loves the little children. All the 
children of the world. Red and Yellow, 
Black and White, They are precious in his sight. 
Jesus loves the little children of the world." 

As the bus pressed up the hill where the 
gigantic church stood gracefully, the two 
rowdy boys in front of the two in the back 
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seat began to plan. They whispered and 
laughed excitedly as the boy behind them 
watched the beautiful church come into full 
view. It was awesome. He was almost 
breathless. The girl beside him stared 
reverently at it too. It was five stories 
high with a soaring steeple that he thought 
was as high as the radio tower near his 
house. The parking lot, a full two acres 
of shiny black asphalt, was filled to 
capacity. He lost himself in the bright 
colored dresses, fine tailored suits, and 
flowered hats weaving their way up the hill 
between brilliant cars parked neatly side by 
side. Long white marble steps led up to the 
huge brass handled doors. And above the 
intricately carved borders along the columns 
and steep roof rose the huge steeple with its 
heavy, silver bell at the bottom. He had 
never seen a place so beautiful. 

The bus drove into its alloted space and 
began to unload its lively cargo. The boy 
was dazed. His sick feeling was now gone and 
butterflies now occupied his stomach. As 
the others began filing out, he felt the people 
would change their actions once inside the 
beautiful church. Happiness waited on him in 
the pews, in the choir, on the balcony, and 
standing behind the pulpit. The world couldn't 
be as bad inside something so beautiful. The 
bus was now empty except for the two back seats, 
where the boy and girl still sat looking at the 
magnificent church. The other two rowdy boys 
were still sitting in front of the unwanted 
riders, readying their plan. The deacon got 
off the bus, unconcerned with the stragglers 
in the back. Before the boy could take his 
eyes off the high white cross set so grandly 
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against the perfect blue sky, the mischievous 
boys in front of him swiftly carried out their 
plan. Spinning around in their seat they let 
their bulky hand-me-down Bibles fly straight 
toward the unwanted passengers' surprised 
black faces. 

David Burton 

Tau Mu 




WHAT'S WRONG WITH THIS PICTURE? 



MAMA ITS SO COLD, WILL THE HEAT BE ON SOON? 
HOW LONG UNTIL? 

NO BABY CAN'T GET THE HEAT BACK TILL I GET MONEY 

TO PAY THE BILL, 
MAMA I DON'T FEEL REAL GOOD I THINK MY HEART IS SICK 
CAN I GO TO THE DOCTOR AND GET IT FIXED? 

NO BABY DOCTOR BILLS AND MAMA S MONEY JUST DON T 

MIX 

MAMA CAN I GO OUTSIDE FOR A WHILE AND PU\Y BALL? 

NO BABY ITS COLD OUTSIDE AND THEM SHOES YOU GOT 

LIKE NO SHOES AT ALL, 
MAMA WHAT WILL I GET FOR CHRISTMAS A TRAIN OR 
A BOAT? 

NO BABY WHAT YOU REALLY NEED IS A GOOD WINTER COAT. 
MAMA DON'T YOU LOVE ME IS "NO" ALL YOU LL EVER BE 
ABLE TO SAY? 

BABY I'M SORRY BUT MAMA S ALWAYS PRAY IN FOR A 

BETTER DAY. 

Pamela Davis 

Alpha Epsilon Iota 
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"I Had a Vream" 

A man had a dAeam 
A dAeam that he. 
fought ion. until his 
Hie loos tragically 
ended. 

His dAeam was not 
o& seli Aul&iltment 
kis dAeam was ior 
alt people, to share 

He dAeampt o& ireedom 
ion. all men; all walks 
o& tiie. He wanted men to 
be. judged by their character'- 
not by ^ace, deed, oh. colon. 

Through the protest marches 

during the 60' 4 

Hon- violent pKotest maxches-- 

and poweriut speeches 

A man fought ion. hi* 

Vream 

Trials and tAibulatio ns , 
homing*, beating*, dog 
bttingb, kissing, booing, 
name catling, police bnatality, 
and thAeats iAom reknowned 
opposens became hiltt> in 
which to climb 

A man was imprisoned 
ior betieving and t/iying 
to iul^iZl his dream 
A dAeam oi love., peace, 
and freedom 



St/iange that a man 
had to {ight ion. 
night a gnanted to 
him by the Constitution 

, Funny that a man had 

'{ to have a dream oi being 

in.ee, and work towards 
\ his dneom becoming a 

reatity 

A man who was a 
husband, iather, civil 
nights leaden., Reverend, 
and a Negno was 
Vn., Mantin Luther King Jr, 

Martin LutheA King Jn., 
a godsend ion. the 
Negro nace, and alt other 
naces . , . but home one 
blind and there io re 
cannot see 

That WaAtin LutheA King Jn.. 
Stood not only ion. Blacks 
but ion you, you and me. 

Today home wish to honoh. King 
with a national hotiday ion. 
all the great contributions 
he has made with his dAeam 
Many oppose ion. reasons oi 
prejudice, hatred, and ignorance 
oi what the man tkuty Atood ion. 



17 



16 



Marten Luthex King Jx. will 
havz a Hatlonal holiday but 
It wUU be whzn alt mankind 
embxaceA In bxothexly love, 
and xeatlze^ that undeAneath 
m axe, alt one. In the. *ame 
Only thzn will we. alt be j^ee. 

---TqJUcml AyeAA WalkeA 
Alpha BptiZon lota 




CONVERSATION ON FARCE 



He lives with the ghosts of old enslaved men 

Who wanted more but had no time to see 

He looks to them thru years of burden and asks 

"What do you want of me?" 

"You," they say, "you livin' a lie. 

They don't buy us no mo' so 

You b f lieve you free." 

"1 am educated. I am bright. 

I am pretty and light." 

"You is dumb, you a slave. 

Only dif fence you ain't got no chains. 

You says you is the way they say you should be 

But when they gone, can you say I am me?" 

Pamela Davis 

Alpha Epsilon Iota 




To Slay The Vxagon 



The. young dxeam 6taxt abhuxdly 

not knowing by the. youth 

_ wild , fantastic 

wondeA&ul 

^_ Vxagon i, lay ex 

ReaJUXy Alam& Into the. dxeamex' 6 mind 

the dAeamex 6 tanned at &lsu>t 

blank taction 

jzeZlngs come, back to the mind 

KeheJUi go back to the. fantasy 

• calmneA* 



A Vxagon AlayeA - again 



Insistent Xe-aJUXy appe.axt> - and - appeaxA 

the. dxeamex holds to the. abexxation 

Reality again- again 



the. dxejamex wzakztu 

the. mind unsold* 

anxiety 



Axe. thexz dxag o rtt to 6lay — ? 

Reality -decision* axe. cxo&6ed xoad-by the. dxzamex 

One, to htjay - blave, - maybe. 

Two to move - ixe.e. - odtiwayb 

Two to KeaJUXy - become* excxtuig 



The. dxagonb axe dying - but - but 
luxklng In the. 6hadow6 



— Vaxlcne. Sandlliu 
Sigma Lambda 
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BLUET 



Children 

The laht boundany oh innocence 

The young 

Vontunately 

Know no <lvaJL 

Speak no evil 

See no evil 

Until 

Too toon 

They one taught 

The tea and meanh 

Oh a tnoubled wonld 

— Tnoma4 Matthewh 
Alpha Bphilon Iota 
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PEAR THOUGHTS 



tanZij monning ih huch a pe/uonal time o£ 
day. Wo one anguing, no one clanking poth and 
paiu> in the kutchen; juh t htill hilence. Rihing 
hnom a nehthal nig lit' 6 hleep and making plan* to 
hpend a day oh abholute holitude with my thought* 
wah my waking joy thih morning. My family had 
dehignated today ah being "Mothen'h day." A 
bit late, hince it wah mid-SzptmbeA, but a well- 
needed neht hoi me. My husband and little, boy 
had henhed my ungency in needing home. time, atom 
and wene mow than kind in letting me have the. 
day to myhelh %Q *> 0KJt: thingh out in my conhc.ie.ncz. 
Ho one. could ahk hoi a deanen homily- 

I have, alwayh tfound a hanmony between 
nature, and hoULtude. And with thih thought in 
mind, I het out on my thoughthul adventuAe to 
the. h°neht located juht behind oun houhe. Vou 
might wonden, i& I umvted to get away h^om the 
routine oh everyday lihe, why htay 40 clohe to 
home? The anhwen ih quite himple. Although 
the wood* wene clohe to my home, they wene ion. 
enough away to let me h°nget my choneh h 0/L ihe 
day. I have alwayh tfett that you do not have 
to nun away hnom whateven aj> troubling you to 
hind holitude; juht &ind an out- oh~ the- way 
place do he by and you can think thingh thnough. 
My choice to take a day ohh (AXU n °i becauhe I 
liad a heniouh problem I had to reconcile; I do 
not neally conhiden my daily choneh a problem. 
My one goal in lihz to provide a loving, unihied 
home lihe h 0/L m {/ h am i£y* 1 9"-^* I jaht needed to 
get away hnom the pnehhuneh oh being a wihe and 
mo then. \on « while. I think moht women get that 
heeling hometume*. 
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I began my jouAney by taking the path 
in back oh my house which led to the hoAest. 
My husband had cheated that veAy path the day 
we aAAlv&d at oua new homo,. He had told me fie ^ 
had done It in aniticpation oh ouA chiZdnen being 
able to play In these woods and being able, to glow 
up appKzo.ijxtX.ng natxxAe the way we both had been 
noised to appAeciate it . 

/U I was miking along the path, I heit 
Amall pebbles poking thAough the couth; eveAy 
now and again catching one. bhaxply on the. heel 
o\ my hoot. I knew by the. time I reached home 
late that ahteAnoon, my jjeet mold be coveted 
with bmises. I did not Aeally mind, though; 
It was Auch a nice. he.eJU.ng touching the. Aoht 
diAt between thoAe dAeadhul pebble*. 

A gentle, breeze was blowing thAough the. path. 
The. wind blew the. mall tfetni aAound the. edge, oh 
the. path just enough to Aohtly bnush them against 
my legA and tickle, me. The £*ee4 weAe swaying 
eve/i ao xythmlcally with the. breeze, too. TheiA 
leave* would tann Alightly enough ho a the. a an to 
catch theiA undeASldes and Aend ofh ApaAks oh 
golden AehlectionA. 

SiAdA ^£eu> overhead and weAe Alnglng Auch 
Aweet tunes. I knew they weAe peAhonmlng juAt 
ho A me. Animals can be Ahow-ohh* j^ &ke man ' 
The laAt hew butteAhlies weAe \lutteAing heJie 
and thexe behoKe theiA journey Aouth. I woa 
glad I had gotten one last chance to Aee them. 
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I hinally reached my destination along the 
path. It woa a Amall nidge located above a 
shallow Atxeam. On the otheA Aide oh the AtAeam 
weAe acAeA oh the mo At beautihul woodland* the 
eyeA could behold. I guesA I woa lucky 1 did 

f not have to go tfaA to ^nd my place oh Aolltude. 

The devastating gloAy oh It all took my bAeath 
away. It woa a once in a lihetlme expedience 

* to Aee Auch natuAal beauty. ThlA Aldge woa my 

choAen Apot when I needed time to myAelh' to Ait, 
to think, to Aelax. 

I coa£d heaA the Aoht tAlckle oh wateA 
1 beneath the nidge. The cAeek locked to cleaK 

and Aeh^eAhlng that I had to lean down and take 
a Amall dAink. Not AO much that I woa thiAsty, 
oa much a* just to taAte the Aweet wateA. Tiny 
minnow* weAe anxiouAly Awimmlng aAound In the 
wateA, oa lh they knew Aome hoibidden AecAet. 
Watching them made me laugh. I woa glad no one 
woa neaAby, jfafc they might have thought I woa 
insane. 

Looking out oveA the Aldge and Into 
the laAge woodlandA woa a Aelaxtng Alght. The 
Aun could not have been any bnighteA that day. 
It glowed acAoAA itA domain and leht obAcuAe 
AhadowA In its path. The tneeA teemed to be 
Atandlng on the veAy ends oh theiA Koots with 
outstAetched branches nising to it. They wexe 
dAainlng In all the nadiance they could AtoAe; 
and I joined them by letting my £ace dAaln in 
the pAeclouA waAmth oh the nayA. Slowly opening 
my eyes, I coa£d Aee Aome branches weAe ban.e, 
j jjo^t theiA leaves had alAeady hallen ohh- 

ThoAe that weAe leht poAAeSAed 



buch bnilliant bhadeb oh ned, yellow, nubt, 
and tan that they neAembled jewelb. Jubt 
to have picked a fjeur would have made me jjeeX 
Ju.cn, 

Suddenly an obstacle, caught my aye.. Why, 
It loab a newly biUit bnidge acnobb the. btneam. 
I did not nememben beeing it thene the la* t 
time I wab fieAe. I pondened on itb onigin 
hon a moment and then nebolved to abk my husband 
about It. I did not nemembeA beeing anyone 
new in the a/tea. 

Looking out oven the. cneek again, J could 
pictune my b on flicking with kib &iiendU 
through thobe borne tneeb I wab gazing at now. 
I thought oh the. repeated time* I had told him 
and hib j^enda to be canehal, because one 
neven know when a hunten had bet out a new 
fiap. T wondened H they even heand me oven 
theiA loud bqueating and toughing? I buppobed 
they had bince no catabtnophe had happened yet, 

I btood and wept in all the vabt beauty 
my eye* and mind could hold. Anyone could 
honget theiA tnoubleb viewing buch a lovely 
bight. It had dehinitely been a nelaxJ,ng and 
hulhUL&ig day hon me. I though ho*, a moment 
oh what eveAyone wab doing back home. With my 
thoughts eabed in my mind, I wab neady to go 
back home and tface the nebponbibititieb oh 
being a good wihe and mo then. Ab the bun 
blowly haded down, I blowly tixAned towand home. 
Ab I had bubpected, I could heel the btoneb % 
bnuibeA on my heetb. 

Bat bomething wab dihhenent. I could not quite 
gnabp what wab wnong. The biAdb. Veb, that wab 
it. The bind* wene not being theiA ubual noiby 
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belveb ab bundown appnoacheb. They went not 
chatteAing about hinding theiA nebtb ox 
bettling down hon the evening. They wene 
bilent. They wind had albo died down to a 
complete btop. No leaveb wene nubtling, and 
no bnancheb wene bwaying. 

Then the bitence wab bnoken by a piencing 
gun bhot. I ^rt£tca££t/ nan up the path 
towand home, not knowing what to do on whene 
elbe to nun. 1 had to hind my h<^^S' 
Then ab ih oil my enengy liad bubbided, I 
btopped. I <e££ one bhanp blow and knew 
that I had been bhot. I could do nothing 
but tfat£ in the bpot whene 1 once btood. 
Up above me 1 could hean h^i^i voiceb and 
could vaguely pictune thnee imageb. The 
peAbon neanebt me had a gun in hib hand. 
BJUnkiig blowly 1 heand one bay, "And 
to think we wene about to call it a day 
and head home. That doe thene ib at leabt 
thnee yeanb old, John." 

"Ain't bhe a beauty, though? Can't 
wait to bhow my boy. He thinkb he ib the 
hunten in the h^^y'*' 

Ab they began to laugh, I gently 
clobed my eyeb and thought no mone. 

— Regie Spankb 

Tau Ma 
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